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CHAPTER ONE 


Disclaimer: The story is not true and no malice or impeachment was intended Sabertooth, Storm, Cyclops and 
Wolverine, as well as the most general plot outline and a few actual lines belong to Marvel and Brian Singer plus 
whoever helped hm write the screenplay for the X-men movie. However, the rest of the characters belong only 
fo themselves, the audience, and a Iittle bit - to me, for developing their superhero qualities. As well as the dudes 
who play the parts of the 4 guys | mentioned in the second sentence. Whatever. Oh, and the Title "Hs Blackness" 
as applied to Ritchie Blackmore appears courtesy of Mr. David Coverdale.. 


Note:BGGEST AND VERY SPECIAL THANKX to Claudia for actually taking her time to proof-read this for me! F 
anything doesn’t read all that smoothly, thats only because | had the nerve to neglect some of her 


recommendations.. so blame me and only me! 


The following is the parody of X-men (the movie) and is done in the form of the movie script. The links in the text 
will take you to the screenshots added in order to illustrate the action. Everything is done with the appropriate lack 


of talent and carelessness, so consider yourself warned! 


The Cast: (with personal commentaries; scroll down if you're bored to read all this stuff) 


Wolverine: Nikki Sixx. Because he's unkillable and ages so nicely. 

Blonde Rogue: Vince Neil. Because he's blonde. 

Cyclops: Jon Bon Jovi. He's The Good Guy, and he's anal, and he SMILES.. 

Storm: Sebastian Bach. Ever heard him scream? 

Dr. Rose: Axl Rose. For no particular reason.. he simply was the only redhead at hand. 

Professor: Ozzy Osbourne. Don't you just see the overwhelming paternity this man radiates? 

His Blackness: Ritchie Blackmore. Because he IS evil.. 

Senator Tipper: Tipper Gore. No comments. 

Sabertooth: Zakk Wylde. Because he was the first thing | thought of when | first saw Tyler Mane play this 
part in the movie.. 

Bigstick: Tommy Lee. Because he changes his looks and opinions so often Had to change the name from 
Mystique to Bigstick so that it really fit. 


Tongueman: 


Gene Simmons. For obvious reasons. 


CHAPTER ONE 


[Snowy expanses of Canada A narrow road A truck approaches. Slows to a halt. Stops dead. A blonde guy (yes, he 
does look a bit lke a chick, but its a guy, trust me) jumps out of the door and looks around uncertainly. Thats 
Vince the Blonde Rogue] 

Blonde Rogue [/ooks around in disgust}: Eww. What's that place? You said you'd take me to Laughlin City? 


Truck Driver [scrambles out of the truck, zps his jeans]: For a blowjob like that | could take you all the way to 
Ottawa, but the engine died, y'know. That is one thing you can't fix by sucking. 


Blonde Roguelshrugs|: You'd never let me try. What's this place? 
Truck Driver: We call it Da Hole. 


Blonde Rogue: Sounds appropriate to me. Hasta la vista, dead engine. This looks like a bar! 


[Blonde Rogue walks into the bar. Its a small, dimly ht place. There's a barred square in the middle of the hall - 
The Cage. There are two men fighting in The Cage and a small crowd of spectators around if] 


Blonde Rogue: Aha! If they have time and money for that shit, a few must have time and money for me. 
Anyway, | don't even know 


what | was going to do in Laughlin City. A script nit or something. Here we go. [eases himself into the crowd) 


[The Cage. One of the two fighters, a short pudgy thing, tears out a handful of his rival's hair. The latter yells. Its 
a tall tattooed black-haired guy. That's Nikki The Wolverine] 


Wolverine: You fucked up my hair-do - you're dead, bitch! [spits in the bald guy's eye] 
Pudgy Guy: Aaaahhh! Shit, that's pure alcohol! [s temporarily blinded 


Wolverine [murmurs]: And a good deal of morphine, but you need not know that, pal. [using the guy's temporary 
blindness to his advantage, lands a few good kicks and throws the guy out of The Cage] Fresh meat, please! 


[Another short pudgy guy jumps out of the crowd and onto The Cage floor] 
Wolverine [stares]: Oh shit. Do they breed them here? 


[A fight erupts The fighters exchange a few kicks before Pudgy Guy #2 decides it's a good idea to kick Wolverine 
in the balls, so he does it. There's a loud metallic BANNG!] 


Wolverine and Pudgy Guy #2 [n chorus: Shit, that hurtsll 

Pudgy Guy #2: What was that?! Are your balls made of fucking iron or what? 
Wolverine: Of course they are, dickhead. But that was a really, really bad ideal 
Pudgy Guy #2: You mutant freak! [whps out a pen-knife] 


Wolverine [sighs]: The things envy does to people. [sighs again] Almighty Alice knows | hate to do it! [holds out his 
fists; six blades come out of his knuckles with a SNICKT! sound) AAAAAHHHHI 


Pudgy Guy #2 [blinks]: What?! 
Wolverine: D'you think it feels good, you fat shit?! Well, now I'm mad! [smiles charmingly) 


[Pudgy Guy #2 shrieks and runs off. The crowd goes a bit crazy before disspating] 


Blonde Rogue [getting up from his knees and wiping his mouth with the back of his handi: | missed something? 
[sees Wolverine with his claws out] Oh! [stares] Wow. A seriously good-looking man here! [stuffs a couple of tens 


in his back pocke If a guy like that doesn't get me to Laughlin City, | don't know who will. Gotta try it. 


XE% 

[Yet more snowy expanses of Canada Another narrow road Wolverine drives an old truck in the general direction 
of Laughlin City (anybody know where it is, by the way?) The truck slows down and stops. Wolverine gets out to 
fake a piss] 


Wolverine [ faking a piss): If | had known it's going to be so fucking cold, I'd have stayed away from this fucking 


moviel Its enough to make even iron balls freeze of fl 

[Light snoring from the trunk] 

Wolverine: Huh?! [hastily zps up his pants and races towards his truck] 

[Wolverine pulls some rags from the top of the junk piled in his trunk and finds Blonde Rogue snuggled up in there] 
Wolverine: Now that's something new! Hey! [gives Blonde Rogue a punch on the shoulder] 

Blonde Rogue [bounces to the other side of the trunk and wakes up]: Oww! What the fuck, man?! 

Wolverine: You snore. 

Blonde Rogue [blushing]: Shit. Really? Never had any idea. 


Wolverine: What are you doing in my car? No, wait a minute. That was a really dumb question You're catching 


a ride to Laughlin City but forgetting to buy a ticket, right? 


Blonde Rogue: We're both mutants. We gotta help each other because everyone else hates us. Because we're 


different and stuff. 


Wolverine: Yeah? | thought they just didn't like the way it feels when you get a chestful of claws. But 


whatever. You mutant? What can you do? 


Blonde Rogue: | got a magic mouth. It can get anything going. Even a dead engine, but no-one ever lets me do it. 
| can also pout. Look [pours] And there's a ton of other things | can do, but it'll takes us ages to enumerate 
them all. 


Wolverine [/ooks at Blonde Rogue with a newfound interest): Seriously? Get into the cab. There's nothing to get 
going in that damned trunk. 


[Blonde Rogue wilingly 


scrambles out of the trunk and follows Wolverine fo the drivers cab] 

Wolverine: Ah, wait a bit. Whats your name? 

Blonde Rogue [pursing his lps]: Sex is no reason to get acquainted. You can call me Blonde Rogue. 

Wolverine: Too long, dude. And what kind of a name is Blonde Rogue? 

[Now, we all know that Wolverines should call people ‘bub, not dude! All the normal Wolverines do so. However, 
Nikki was of a very peculiar Wolverine breed - the LA Wolverine. They call people ‘dude’ and ‘dude’ only. Now you 
know] 

Blonde Rogue: And what kind of a name is Wolverine? 

Wolverine [inks]: Why'd you call me that? 

[Blonde Rogue points fo the tattoo on Wolverines arm saying WOLVERINE] 

Wolverine: Oh. Well, name's Nikki. 

Blonde Rogue: Nikki? Big bad Wolverine's got a chick's name?! 

Wolverine: You wanna walk? 

Blonde Rogue: Well.. [pokes his head into the cab; looks around: pokes it out and looks at the snow; looks at 
Wolverine appraisingly; sighs] No. Great truck, great name, great claws, whatever. It's just too damn cold here to 
be choosy. Oh, and my name's Vince. 

[They both climb into the cab. Blonde Rogue stares at Wolverine’s knuckles] 

Wolverine: Whatcha looking at, dude? Chinese Democracy? 


Blonde Rogue: When they come out.. does it hurt? 


Wolverine: No, it makes me come right away. Of course it hurts, you blonde shithead. But it heals pretty 
quickly. l'm a quick healer. You could probably shoot me up with 100 CC, and I'd come back. But each time a 


wound heals it leaves a tattoo. [shows the knuckles] 
Blonde Rogue [/ooking him over and seeing all the tats]: 'd say you've been kicked around a lot.. 


Wolverine [amoyed]: Listen, get down to work already. [starts the engine] 


Blonde Rogue [sighs]: Alright.. [settles down on the cab floor; gets down to work 

Wolverine [affer a long pause): Wow, dude.. 

Blonde Rogue [licking his lps]: You know, we probably shouldn't be doing it while you're driving.. 
Wolverine: Look, dude. | don't need advice on auto safety from... 


[The truck hits a telephone pole. Wolverine, who has been driving without fastening his satety belt, is thrown out 
through the windshield and lands a few yards away from the truck. Blonde Rogue hits his head on the brake pedal] 


Blonde Rogue: Shit! [shakes up; breathes in and ouf Iron balls.. And there's something wrong with this guy's.. 
bodily fluids. I'm drunk.. I'm high.. [fries to get up and finds out that his ankle is trapped in the runs of the cab 
interior] lm stuck!!! [manages to get up enough to look out] Oh-oh. Wolvie's fucked 


[A few yards away from the truck, Wolverine, lying in an unnatural pose and looking pretty dead, starts moving] 


Blonde Rogue: Huh?! [stares, blinks, screws his eyes, opens them, stares again, rubs them, stares again) Am | in the 


Dawn Of The Dead by some mistake?! 


[Wolverine gets up. His face is unscathed, but there's a wound visible on his hand h the next close-up, we can see 
it slowly close, heal and turn into a little image of a bass clef] 


Wolverine: Just don't ask me why it is a bass clef, OK? One of the very first ones healed into that WOLVERINE 
shit, and | have no idea why. But people still call me that. Doesn't this suck? 


[Blonde Rogue in the ruined cab shifts nervously as Wolverine approaches] 
Wolverine: Dude, you okay? 


Blonde Rogue: Yep. If we don't count the fact that you've just risen from the dead and | am stuck Oh, and 
something there, in the back, has just caught fire. 


Wolverine [heart-broken|: My JD stash! [suddenly freezes; his nostrils flare] 
Blonde Rogue[worried|: What now? 


Wolverine: Ssshh! | smell beer.. | smell too much beer.. Fuck that! [ets his claws ouf Ow! That's why | take so 


many drugs... 


[Suddenly a huge guy wrapped in fake furs leaps out of the roadside growth. That's Zakk the Sabertooth] 


Wolverine: Oh SHIT!!! 


Sabertooth: AAARRRGHHHI!! I'll smash you like my favorite Les Paull [hits Wolverine across the face with a 
baseball bañ 


[Wolverine lands on the hood of his own truck He's senseless. Hs claws slide back in] 


Blonde Rogue: Hey! Wake up! Wake the fuck up, you pansy! This fur guy is completely NOT my type! [struggles 
fo get his ankle free] If only | could reach him, I'd wake him up.. 


[Sabertooth slowly approaches. Blonde Rogue shrieks in despair, looking back at the burning JD and turning to 
Sabertooth again] 


Blonde Rogue: Somebody! It's an action movie! High time for fucking HEROES! 

Two lean figures appear out of nowhere behind Sabertooth's back One of them is average height, shorthaired, 
wearing an old visor and an expression of general righteousness. That's Jon the Cyclops. The other one is lanky, has 
long blond hair and a black cloak. That's Baz the Storm] 


Cyclops: Here we are! 


[Storm opens his mouth and yells. The sound wave raises terrible wind, throwing snow all over Sabertooth, while 
Cyclops prepares the visor for eye-shooting] 


Sabertooth: Shit! That wasn't 
in my contract! [leaps back into the bushes and disappears] 


[Cyclops and Storm grin and high-five each other] 
Storm: Man, was that cool 
Cyclops: Yo, we rock! 


Blonde Rogue: Hey you, over there! | feel just awful to interrupt your conversation, but could you please do 


sarne hioa betel buravalive hare? 
[Cyclops and Storm come up to the truck Cyclops opens the cab door] 
Cyclops: Stuck. 

Blonde Rogue: Thanks. | kinda noticed. 


Cyclops: Do we blast the trap or the leg? The leg is easier to get.. 


Blonde Rogue [roils his eyes]: Oh come on! Don't tell me a big talented guy like you can't get the trap now! 
Cyclops [blinks]: He knows the right lines, huh? [blasts the stuff that trapped Blonde Rogue's ankle] There, baby. 


[Storm offers Blonde Rogue a hand; the latter accepts and jumps out of the cab Cyclops drags Wolverine off the 
hood] 


Cyclops: Ow, this man weighs a tor! 

Blonde Rogue [snickers]: Too much iron. He's a heavy metal dude. 

Storm: OK. It's cold here and my throat hurts. We're going home! 

[Behind them, the truck blows up with a great sense of timing. It looks lke 4th of July fireworks] 


eR 


[A dark cave-lke room A man in a superhero demon suit is polishing his platform boots. Thats Gene the 
Tongueman Sabertooth enters the room, all pissed] 


Tongueman [/ooks up]: Weren't you supposed to bring someone back with you? 
Sabertooth: Oh shut up Gene. That line wasn't even written for you. 


[Tongueman grins and sticks his tongue out Sabertooth shudders and hurries on He goes through a tunnel and 


enters an office-like room. A man sits at the table, strumming a banjo. He's got dark, graying hair, and is dressed in 


plain black clothes and a minstrels hat. That's Ritchie, His Blackness] 
His Blackness: What happened? 


Sabertooth [resentful: Gene has stuck that tongue of his out on me again! That's not fair! We're on the same 
team, and he shouldn't... 


His Blackness: Whoa. Hold a bit. | mean, why didn't you bring that mutant along? 


Sabertooth: Ah. Some other freaks showed up. An awfully loud blonde and an eye-shooting guy. You had said 
nothing about them. 


His Blackness: Ozzy. 


Sabertooth: Yeah? | thought he was a bit older.. 


His Blackness: | mean they're Ozzy's guys, you dope. Shit, why am | even explaining stuff to you? Get out of 
here before | black you out. [musing] They know | made the first step.. but that's all they know.. but do they 
know?.. Ah, everything is oh so relative.. Anyway, it's time for our little test. [gives an evil grin; gets up and, still 


strumming, walks out of the room] 


eR 


[A large intensely lit room full of medical equipment. Wolverine is lying on an examination table. There's a slender 


redhaired guy in a white coat beside him. Thats Axl, Dr. Rose] 


Dr. Rose: It's fucking impossible! He's so full of drugs | can practically smell it! We need to know the 
concentration.. [takes a huge syringe and sticks it into Wolverine's arm] 


[All of a sudden, Wolverine is awake and moving He takes a wild leap, and - oops! - he's behind Dr. Rose, holding 


his neck in a choke gop] 

Wolverine: If there's one feeling | can recognize in delirium that's a needle in my arm! Where the hell am |?! 

Dr. Rose [choked]: Easy, man! No-one is going to harm you.. no-one can, anyway.. 

Wolverine [fakes in the surroundings]: White coat.. medical shit.. psycho babble.. Ahhhh! I'm in rehab again! 
NOWAY! [lets go of Dr. Rose's neck, storms out through the door] 

[The door slides closed after hm] 


Dr. Rose [/ooks at the door): That's what | call a temper... 


[A long corridor with shiny metallic 


walls. Wolverine moves through the corridor cautiously. Suddenly, he freezes, hearing voices in his head] 
Voice #1: Where is he going? 

Voice #2: Where are you going? 

Voice #3: Where am | going? 


Wolverine [slightly irritated]: | know, | know. I'm hallucinating. That's my own fucked-up subconscious. Shut up, 
subconscious! | don't need to revise the whole conjugation. 


[His subconscious shuts up and the voices stop. Wolverine nods and moves on Soon he finds an elevator and goes 
fo the upper level of the building he is in. It appears fo be a big mansion, clean and tastefully - and expensively - 
decorated As he moves along the wall, he discovers a door in it] 


Wolverine: A way out? Unlikely. But | should take every chance! REHAB! They'll dress me in a straight jacket 
again! (shudders, swings the door open and shoots in] 


[He finds himself inside a large, sunlit office. There's a groups of people in there. Most of them are more or less 
pubescent kids dressed fo various degrees of weirdness. However, one of them is an elderly person in a wheelchair 
He's got dark, long hair, a long, tired face and bloodshot eyes behind lennonesque spectacles. He's wearing old jeans 
and a black T-shirt with a skull Thats Professor Ozzy] 

Professor: Ah, hi there, Nikki. You underage motherfuckers, outta here. And by Wednesday | want each and 
every one of you to know in detail the best way to decapitate a bat and be ready to demonstrate. That'll be 
all. Shoo! 

[The kids scatter out of the classroom. Wolverine watches them leave, a bit stunned] 

Professor: I'm Professor Ozzy. [holds up a bottle] Care for a chaser? 

Wolverine: You bet! [grabs the bottle] So this ain't a rehab. Where am |? What is this place? 

Professor [proudly]: That's Ozzy's Rock School for Cool Mutant Kids! 


Wolverine: What am | doing here? | ain't no kid! 


Professor: Well, but you ARE cool. Nevermind. | don't know what you are doing here. At the moment it seemed 
a good idea not to leave you on the hood of a car ready to blow up, but hell, everyone makes mistakes. 


Wolverine: Uh. Where's the blonde? 


Professor: Blonde Rogue, you mean? Oh, he's OK. He's making himself at home. He already got going half the 


male population, 80 percent female population, and the old washing machine. 


Wolverine: Sounds like him. Well, if everything's so peachy keen, then no-one will mind if I'm out of here, will 


they? 


Professor: | personally wouldn't mind if you started shooting warheads out of your ass. But His Blackness 


wants you for some reason, and my main analyst tells me that sucks and is overall dangerous. 
Wolverine: Your main anal what?. 

[The door opens and Storm and Cyclops enter the room] 

Professor: Analyst. And here he is. Nikki, meet Jon Also known as Cyclops. 


[Cyclops holds out a hand] 


Wolverine [ fhinking: *Analyst?! Holy shit. Whatever that means, one had better not touch it..* [doesn’t respond 
to Cyclops's gesture] 


Professor: And this is Sebastian People call him Storm. We here call him Alarm Signal. These two saved your 
life, by the way. From Sabertooth, the fake fur fucker. 


Wolverine [cracks up]: Sabertooth? Storm? Cyclops? Dude, that's inventive! You'd probably call me Claw if | let 
youl 


Cyclops [perplexed]: You're not gonna let us?. 

Wolverine [getting mad): Anal... list. 

[Wolverine turns fo leave, but Cyclops is in the way. Wolverine grabs hiv] 

Wolverine: Psycho Clops or whatever, care to get out of my way? 

Cyclops [with cold dignity): You suck. Positive characters don't behave like that. 

Wolverine: Who the fuck decided I'm positive? Don't | get a vote?! 

Professor: Nikki. It began a long-ass time ago, didn't it? You live from fight to fight... from booze-up to booze- 
up.. from orgy to orgy.. and you never remember shit in the morning. In fact, you probably don't remember 
anything from the times before this narration began, huh? 

Wolverine [whips around]: You saw this movie?! 

Professor: No. I'm a psychic. Of a kind When I'm drunk. And I'm always drunk. But | know one thing. If you stay 
here - as you are supposed to - you won't find any answers to any questions, but you'll have one hell of a 
time. Fights, conspiracies, murders, sex and violence. Well? 

Wolverine [uncertainly|: And free booze? 

Professor: Goes without saying. 


Wolverine: l'm in! 


fo be continued. 


CHAPTER TWO 


[Airport: A crowd of angry housewives (plus some rednecks) holding large banners. The banners say a lot of things, 
most of which could boil down to MUTANT MUSIC CAUSES MAJOR MORAL DETERIORATION, HEARING LOSSES 
AND CRISES OF SOCIETY, if only they knew such words. Or to HEAVY MUSIC SUCKS, if only they used such words 
A limousine arrives. A woman gets out of if, waving to the crowd and nodding at the banners approvingly. That's 
Senator Tipper. he crowd cheers. Senator Tipper goes onboard a private helicopter, followed by a guy in a suit 
The helicopter takes off] 


Senator Tipper [7alking on her cell phone]: Senator, you favor TV censorship, yes? Well, some of these so-called 


musicians possess more than ten times the molesting power of Janet Jackson's nipple during direct broadcast! 
No, | don't see any difference. | see our children having uncontrolled sex in the backseats of their cars to the 
sounds of amoral, indecently rhythmic music.. Well, that's fair enough. Alright: [Alps the phone of Al 

The Suit Guy: So? 

Senator Tipper: Lay off. | feel bad. | hate flying. | don't know why | let them get me into a helicopter. [/ooks out 
of the window; screws her eyes] Sh.. sugar! 

The Suit Guy: What about the UN summit you are invited to? The whole world is going to see that. You could 
use it To your advantage, lady. 

Senator Tipper: We're Americans, and | don't care.. Wait a cotton pickin’ minute. LADY? 

The Suit Guy [coughs]: | meant "ma'am". 

Senator Tipper [/ooks at him suspiciously]: Thanks God you didn't say "dude". That's an awful word. No-one knows 
how dangerous it is to say dude. One day you say dude, the next day you bleach your hair, in a week you're 
listening to hair-metall Watch your tongue. 

The Suit Guy: Yes, ma'am. But that summit... that could be one hell of a gig! 

Senator Tipper [whps around and stares at him, shocked): What was that, young man?! 

The Suit Guy: Ah, fuck that. l'm tired. 

[He starts shape-changing The suit, the Rolex, the decent haircut - everything moves, squirms, changes color and 
so on until we finally see an almost naked guy tattooed all over sitting in The Suit Guy's seat. Thats Tommy the 
Bigstick The last pieces of clothing re-morph into a leopard tattoo, and Bigstick looks at Senator Tipper defiantly] 
Senator Tipper: PILOTI! 

Bigstick: You know, people like you were the reason | couldn't lay a single bitch when | was at schooll 

Senator Tipper: How dare you! How dare you talk like this to a lady! How dare you go out in the streets with 
only tiny leather shorts on! How dare you.. 

Bigstick [sighs]: | didn't really want to do what I'll do now.. 

[Bigstick kicks the door on Senator Tipper's side. The door slides open Senator Tipper gets a wonderful view of the 
sea from a few thousand kilometers above] 

Senator Tipper: JEEEEEEEEEZUZZZZZ! [faints] 

Bigstick: Finally! | thought my tattoos would do the trick, dammit. 

[Tongueman in pilot's seat grins and sticks his tongue out, but it is censored Just because] 


eK 

[Ozzy's School Dr. Rose's lab, Shirtless Wolverine is lying on the same table he had a chance to get familar with 
before. Dr. Rose is fussing about with different medical stuff] 

Wolverine [eyeing Dr. Rose's ass as he bends over]: Umm... Sorry, dude. 

Dr. Rose [/urns around]: For what? 

Wolverine: | hurt you. [ponts fo Dr. Rose's neck] 

Dr. Rose: Ah, that. Yep, that sucked. 

Wolverine: Hey, | apologized 

Dr. Rose: The next beer's on you. Let's see... 

Wolverine [grins]: So, couldn't wait to get my shirt off again, huh? 

Dr. Rose: Actually, yes. There's a deadly cool tat on your shoulder I'd like to see more closely. That rose one. 
[points at the rose tattoo on Wolverine's shoulder] That'd be very appropriate for me, with that name | have, 
wouldn't it? Where did you get it? Sunset Strip Tattoo? 

Wolverine: Nope. Sorry again, dude. My wounds just heal into that stuff, | don't always get as lucky as with 
that rose tat either. 

Dr. Rose: Tough luck OK, put on your shades cuz it's gonna be sumnyyyyy! [with a kick sends the table into the 
X-ray machine] 

eK 

(Later. Ozzy's office. Professor, Cyclops and Storm are listening to Dr. Rose. There's a screen on the wall where 
different medicine-like photos change at slow pace] 

Dr. Rose: The metal in his balls is an alloy called adamantium. Supposedly indestructible.. but he still feels pain 
there. | accidentally dropped a volume of Medicine Encyclopedia on his crotch while he was still on the table, 
and he yelled like a bitch. Anyways, it was surgically engrafted. No-one is born with balls of metal. 

Storm [shudders]: How could he have survived a procedure like that?! 

Dr. Rose: How do men survive vasectomy? Plus he has uncharted regenerative ability. 

Professor: Hey son, who are you talking to? 

Dr. Rose: Oops. | mean, he heals quickly, and really, | don't know what it takes to kill this guy. You know what his 
bodily fluids are? Purest alcohol with some heroin thrown in for good measure! Such concentration would've 
killed anyone! This guy pisses Jack Daniels on smack! By the way, that also makes his age impossible to 
determine. He's alcoholized, just like those frogs preserved in alcohol, so he doesn't age. He could be older than 
you, Professor. 

Professor: No-one can be older than me. So someone experimented on the poor fucker. Not that it's unheard 
of. People do stuff like that. Not to mention penis enlargements. 

Dr. Rose: He doesn't remember who did it to him. There's actually not much that he remembers. And half of 
what he remembers is either hallucinations or.. [blushes] sexual fantasies. Ahem. 

Cyclops [raises an eyebrow): You signed up as his sexologist, darling? 

Dr. Rose [blushes again]: You know | have wide specialization 

Cyclops [aisapprovingly]: Let's not forget he has something to do with His Blackness. 

Professor: He or the blonde slut he brought in with him. 

Storm: Wait, | still don't get one thing - what about his claws? Where does this come from? 

Dr. Rose: Ah, this. This was done by his own request. He wanted to play bass without a pick. 

Cyclops [blinks]: But you can't play bass with claws that grow on your knuckles! 

Dr. Rose: They weren't supposed to grow on his knuckles. 


Cyclops: Then why do they? 
Dr. Rose: When he was pointing the spots out to the surgeon, he was shitfaced, as usual. So he missed a little. 
HK 


[His Blackness's lair. The cave-like room. Senator Tipper is trapped in a chair in the middle of it Bigstick is standing 
in front of her, Tongueman beside her and Sabertooth behind her. She looks about, downright freaked out to see so 
many long-haired men at once. A stray dove flutters at the ceiling Tongueman spots it and, deciding to put on a 
show, flicks out his enormously long tongue, seizes the bird and starts munching on it in the most disgusting way] 
Senator Tipper [cringing]: Eww! 

Tongueman [spitting the former dove out, also cringing): Exactly. Was a bad idea. 

His Blackness [materializing beside Senator Tipper]: Tonguemar's got a wicked tongue, Senator Tipper. Just like 
you. Also, just like you, he often bites off more than he can chew. Damn, you might be relatives. 

Senator Tipper: Who are you? And what have you done to my secretary?! 

His Blackness: Your secretary got fed up with you a long time ago and ran off with your family jewels. But you 
never missed him - | had my Bigstick here keep you company. He takes so many shapes. 

Senator Tipper [eyeing Bigstick spitefully): | knew | should have taken a woman for this job. But they gossip.. 

His Blackness [faking out a little notebook]: Are you a God-fearing woman, Senator? 

Senator Tipper [perplexed]: Why would you want to know? 

His Blackness: For statistical purposes. 

Senator Tipper: I'll have you all banned. Not just PG'd, Im talking solidly, legally banned! 

[His Blackness walks out of the cave-lke room onto a terrace, dragging Senator Tipper’s chair along with the help 
of some supernatural power] 

His Blackness [walkingl: It's not surprising, really. People like you have always tried to stop others from doing 
what you yourself can't do. Like its our fault you don't get any from your husband. 

Senator Tipper [overwhelmed with emotions): It's.. it's.. unheard ofl! 

His Blackness: I'm afraid everyone has heard of it, Tipper. But you don't need to worry about it. And certainly 
you won't have to worry about your campaign. [quietly] Not anymore. 

[At the end of the terrace there stands an intimidating machine built of huge amplifiers, flashlights and other 
techno stuff It looks a bit ike a giant jukebox. Senator Tipper stares at it, terrified] 

Senator Tipper [voice cracking: What do you intend to do to me?! 

His Blackness: Let's just say, have some fun 

[His Blackness gets inside the machine and turns it on Amplifiers wake up and multicolored lights start flashing, and 
from somewhere deep inside the machine a heavy guitar riff comes, first faint, but then louder and louder] 


[The machine growls, amplifiers boom, and the riff gets unbearably loud, although Bigstick, Sabertooth and 
Tongueman don't seem disturbed Senator Tipper screams as flashing lights absorb her] 

KK 

[Ozzy's School. Wolverines new bedroom. Dr. Rose is showing the guest around] 

Dr. Rose: | don't think you'll be all too comfortable here, but at least we got rid of the rats. 

Wolverine: There used to be rats? [sniffs the air suspiciously] 

Dr. Rose: Yeah, and we couldn't get rid of them until Professor personally took up the job. 

Wolverine: So where's your room? 


Dr. Rose: Down the hall. Why? 


Wolverine: I'm thinking about stalking you. Funny how | never liked doctors before... 

Dr. Rose [sadly]: Too bad l'm not alone there. | live with Jon 

Wolverine [raises an eyebrow}: The anal guy? Is that your gift? Putting up with nerdy one-eyed superheroes? 
Dr. Rose: Yes. And, apart from that, I'm telekinetic. | can move things without touching them. 

Wolverine: Wow! Show me? 

Dr. Rose: Umm.. OK. Watch me. [looks around, notices a chair, gives it a wild kick; the chair flies across the room, 
hits the wall and crumbles to pieces) See? Technically, | didn't touch it. My boot did, but not me. And | moved it! 
Wolverine [cautiously]: Weeeell.. that was... impressive. 

Dr. Rose [contentedly]: | know. 

[The door opens a crack and Cyclops peeks in] 

Cyclops: Honey, it's time for bed. 

Dr. Rose: Yes, Jon Harass me a bit longer and you won't get out of that bed for a month. 

Cyclops [smiling widely|: Oh my! Is this a promise? 


Dr. Rose [sighs]: He's so.. proper, | feel bad pulling his chain. C-ya later, Nikki. 

[Dr. Rose walks out of the room past Cyclops who remains standing in the doorway] 

Wolverine: What are you waiting for? A goodnight kiss? 

Cyclops [blushing severely]: No! | wanted to tell you to stay away from my boyfriend, but that'd be wasted on 
you, right? 

Wolverine: Never were more right in your life, dude! 

Cyclops [shrugs]: | thought I'd give it a try. Night. [fums around and walks out] 

Wolverine [shakes his head): Analysts.. 

[Wolverine gets into bed and soon falls asleep. Almost immediately, he starts dreaming. Or having a heroin trp, 
which would be more correct So he tosses and tums, and makes sounds. Blonde Rogue is in the next room, so he 
hears the noise] 

Blonde Rogue: Promised myself one hundred times to stay away from junkies. Damn. That must be just my 
luck. [sighs, gets up] 

[Blonde Rogue walks up to Wolverine's bedroom door, opens it and steals in Wolverine is fossing in his bed, 
disturbed by the_flash-lke images of a large needle going towards his balls Which Blonde Rogue doesnt know, of 
course] 

Blonde Rogue: Hmm. [stands there watching for a while] He looks hot when he's all sweaty and stuff. Plus his 
sweat smells of whisky. My fantasy man. [sighs] But | won't sleep a wink if he keeps doing that shit. 

[Wolverine Ats the wall in his sleep, causing a few watercolors and a huge poster of Black Sabbath fo fall off] 
Blonde Rogue: Yep, that very shit. OK, lets do something about it. 

[Blonde Rogue picks a few books from the shelves, plops down in an armchair and starts throwing the books at 
Wolverine one by one. The fourth book wakes him up, so he sits up in a jerky motion, letting out a growl, the claws 
sliding out, ripping through the book] 

Blonde Rogue: Oh-oh. Remind me not to be there in the morning with this guy! 

Wolverine: Who?. What?. Ah, Vince! What the fuck are you doing here?! Wait, thats yet another dumb 
question. You're waking me up. [draws a deep sigh] | was afraid | might have hurt you. 

Blonde Rogue [pouting]: Do | really look as dumb as to get close to you while you're tripping? 

Wolverine [shrugs]: Well, you're blonde. 

Blonde Rogue [waves his hand dismissively): Sure, sure. Better tell me something: now that you are awake, you 


have perfect control of these sharp long thingies in your knuckles, right? You're not gonna slice me apart if | 


get into reaching distance? 


[Blonde Rogue gets up and walks across the room towards Wolverine's bed] 

Wolverine [watching him]: Of course.. reaching distance? 

Blonde Rogue [smirks]: You obviously need some distraction.. and | need a nightcap. | thought we could help each 
other out. You mind? 

Wolverine [smirks back]: And you don't beat around the bush, do you? 

[Wolverine pulls Blonde Rogue down under the blanket. There's some fuss that goes on for a while, then a 
protesting yell] 

Blonde Rogue: Hey! What do you think you're doing?! 

Wolverine: Do you think its time to play the shrinking violet? Stop that shit and come over here. 

Blonde Rogue: | mean it! Keep your hands to yourself! 

Wolverine [eyes wideningl: You really mean it?! You've never ever done it?! 

Blonde Rogue: No | haven't! And I'm not going to! 

Wolverine [amused]: Hal And how did you manage it, | wonder? Hitch-hiking through half the continent and 
never getting your.. 

Blonde Rogue [blushes]: It's not your business! [calms down a bif Well, it's just that | have that magic mouth 
gift. After | try it on them, they don't want anything else. You're the only one who wants more. One greedy 
motherfucker! 

Wolverine: Hey, | didn't know! [tentatively] But.. you never wanted to try? 

Blonde Rogue: l've been told it hurts. 

Wolverine: It's fun! 

Blonde Rogue [moving away]: For you it sure is! 

Wolverine: Hey, come on. How do you know you don't like it if you never ever tried it? 

Blonde Rogue: Don't even think of it! 

Wolverine [slyly]: Okay, okay.. can | at least kiss you? A nice little kiss, to make up for all the trouble? 

Blonde Rogue [smiles uncertanly]: Cant see why not.. 

[A long French kiss follows. When Blonde Rogue finally breaks it off, his eyes are a bit unfocused] 

Blonde Rogue: Shit.. | feel so weird.. 

[Wolverine kisses him again. After this kiss Blonde Rogue's gaze is pretty much hazy] 

Blonde Rogue: Oh no. Let me guess.. you have that stuff in ALL your bodily fluids, right? 

Wolverine: Such a smart kid. So what about experimenting a little? 

Blonde Rogue: I'm not so sure.. 

[Wolverine kisses him again] 

Blonde Rogue: Ah, whatever. Just make sure | still can walk tomorrow. 

[What follows depends on the version of the movie that you have. h the legal version, you get some more under- 
blanket fuss with maybe a few meaningless close-ups. h the director's cut, there is a long, clearly pornographic sex 
scene. Yes, the politics of double standard However, in both versions, it ends with a long shameless cry signaling 
that Blonde Rogue has found the results of his experiment pretty much satisfying] 

Wolverine [7rying to catch his breath]: Easy, easy. You'll bring the whole fucking school in on us. So how are you 
feeling? 

Blonde Rogue [stretching]: As if | had spent the whole day and the better part of the night riding a bicycle with 
a damaged seat. But it's better than | thought it would be. 


[The door opens and Storm, Cyclops and Dr. Rose walk in] 

Cyclops: Santa Maria Madre Dias! What are you guys doing here? 

Wolverine: Some very private things. 

Cyclops: But that scream! | thought you'd impaled him here! 

Blonde Rogue [snickers]: He did. In a way. | think it's time for bed if | still want to catch some sleep. Hope | don't 
get a hangover in the morning.. [gets out of bed and, swaying drunkenly, makes his way out of the room| 

Cyclops: You know what it's called, Wolverine? It's called malicious molestry! 

Wolverine [defensively]: He's 20! According to the script, anyway. 

Storm [yawns]: You guys are nuts. It's 2 am. in case you didn't know! I'm out of here. [turns around and is out 
of there] 

[Dr. Rose, overwhelmed with cold rage, follows Storm out] 

Wolverine: And what are you waiting for again, Cyke? You sure you don't need no goodnight kiss? 

[Cyclops rushes out of the room] 

eK 


[His Blackness's lair. Now we see that it is situated in an underground mutant nightclub The camera pans over a 
headbanging crowd to the wall above it, where an inconspicuous door approximately I2 feet above the floor opens a 


moments, she opens it again, a bit wider this time, so we get a glmpse of her hair - it looks teased Then, as if 
hearing something behind her that finally gave her determination, she pulls the door open Now we can see the 


whole of her. It's a terrifying picture. Her hair, indeed, is teased and seems to be lengthened. There's heavy make- 


up on her face. She's wearing an ill-fitting short jacket, an even more ill-fitting mini-skirt, a tight lace top and 
ripped fishnets] 
Senator Tipper [looking herself over, sobbing): | have no choice! 
[Another camera angle. His Blackness walks into Senator Tippers cell, followed by Sabertooth] 
His Blackness: So how are we tonight, Sena.. [sees the opened door and a stiletto-heeled boot lying beside if Oh 
shit. [walks up to the doorway] 
[He looks out of the doorway and sees Senator Tipper hanging above the crowd, holding onto the chandelier-lke gas 
lamp on the wall] 
Senator Tipper [screams]: What have you done to me?! 
His Blackness [shrugs]: Styled you up a bit. Believe me, now you look much better. And by the way, it's pointless. 
Your trying to escape, | mean. Who would take you in now that you look like one of us? 
[Senator Tipper is about to say something, but the chandelier gives way. She shrieks as she falls down into the 
heated crowd] 
Sabertooth: Ouch! That's a tough kind of stage-diving! 
His Blackness: You bet. It's all over with this woman. 
Sabertooth: Hey, but why would someone make a door IZ feet above the floor? 
His Blackness: Exactly for an occasion like that, should it happen. Fuck her. Let's go on with the main plan. [furns 
and walks away] 
[Sabertooth follows him, then stops and looks back] 
Sabertooth: You sure she's... y'know, gone? 
His Blackness: They're moshing. She couldn't have survived. 
fo be continued. 


CHAPTER THREE 


*HK 
[Ozzy's School. Schoolyard. Blonde Rogue is sitting on a bench and smoking a Joint] 


Blonde Rogue: There's a lot of things | don't like about schools, but a school where they give you free pot just 


hae to: be-arpesh one! 

[Dr. Rose walks up fo his bench and sits down] 

Dr. Rose: Hello, man Share? 

[Blonde Rogue shrugs and hands him the cigarette. Dr. Rose inhales and puffs out smoke] 
Dr. Rose: Good shit. So you're still here? 

Blonde Rogue [glancing at Dr. Rose]: Obviously. Any reason | shouldn't be? 

Dr. Rose: Well.. not really. | just thought you might want to leave. 

Blonde Rogue: What the fuck? 

Dr. Rose: Well, you fucked that claw guy.. 


Blonde Rogue: Ah, Wolverine. Yeah. More like he fucked me. Tricky bastard. If I'd had a hangover on top of 
everything, I'd just kill him. [shrugs] I'd try, anyway. But | don't see how that's connected. 


Dr. Rose: Professor has heard of it. 

Blonde Rogue: So what? Oh, | can guess. He disapproves same sex relationships and sex in schools in general.. 
Dr. Rose: Nah, none of that. The problem is of a quite different kind. 

Blonde Rogue [a bit irritated): Will you please be more specific? 


Dr. Rose [taken aback]: And you can talk like that? Wow. Well, he has heard of it. And he finally got word of 
that magic mouth mutation of yours. We tried to keep it back from him, but we failed Unfortunately. Well, 


now that he knows you're one hell of a ride.. and that you don't mind being fucked, either.. well, you got me. 
He's after you. 


Blonde Rogue [eyes wider}: Kidding? 

Dr. Rose [shakes his head): No way. 

Blonde Rogue: Oh no.. 

Dr. Rose [nods]: He's over fifty. 

Blonde Rogue: Oh rol 

Dr. Rose: He takes a shower once in two months. 
Blonde Rogue: Oh NO! 


Dr. Rose [sadly Ard he's got a |0-inch-long dick 


Dr. Rose: If | were you Id get my ass out of here. 

Blonde Rogue [desperately]: Just when you find the place with regular free diners! 
Dr. Rose: You should go 

Blonde Rogue: | got you, got you. I'm packing. [gets up, walks into the building) 

Dr. Rose [watches him]: Good riddance. 

[Hs eyes DONT turn yellow 


Dr. Rose: Why would they? It's real, pure, genuine me. And when it comes to hot brunettes, the real pure 


genuine me has the ways to get rid of blonde sluts who are in the way! 
XE% 
[02zy's School. The office. Professor and Cyclops are examining the x-rays of Wolverine's privates] 


Professor: Iron balls. Damn, what would Ritchie make of a guy with iron balls? So many powerful mutants 


around, but he grabs the claw guy. WHY?! 


Cyclops: Maybe he just needs a new bass player. A lousy one, for a change. 
Professor: You don't like him. 

Cyclops: Two Italians is way too many for one Cool School! 

Professor [Links]: How d'ya know he's Italian? 

Cyclops [shrugs]: He's urkillable. 

[The door swings open Wolverine whirls in, followed by Storm] 

Wolverine: Where is he? 

Cyclops: Who? 

Professor: Blonde Rogue. He's gone. 

Storm: Hey, you knew? 

Professor: Saw him leave. Out of my window. 

Wolverine [rages]: Why didn't you stop him? 

Professor: He looked as if he had some urgent business. And why would | care? 
Cyclops [whispers]: His Blackness. 

Professor: Ah! Well, no worries. We'll track him down in no time flat. 

Storm [in awe]: You're going to use Cerebro? 


[Cyclops also seems awe-stricken Wolverine sighs Everybody follows Professor down to the lower levels and 


along one of the shiny corridors It ends in a big round door. They stop before it. Dr. Rose walks out of another 


corridor and joins them] 
Dr. Rose: You're going to use CEREBRO? Because of one little blonde slut? 


Wolverine: | got rather attached to him. He's great at... pouting. 


Dr. Rose pouts] 


Wolverine: Yeah, well, and he doesn't smell of Cyke's aftershave. 


Professor: Shut the fuck up. I'm going in! 
Cyclops, Storm and Dr. Rose [awe-stricken]: CEREBRO! 


Professor [solemnly]: Yes. And if | don't come back, may you remember me as a man of great genius who 


never let the side down. Even if I'm not. [does the pupil scan to open the door, wheels in] 


Wolverine [eyeing the inside of Cerebro]: So. This is certainly a big round room. With a big round door. Preceded 
by a corridor as long as the guitar solo at the end of "Hotel California’. And what's the whole point? 


Professor: Nikki, you're one curious bastard, aren't you? [slides the door closed right before Wolverine's face] 
Wolverine [finches]: Fuck What have | said wrong? 

Dr. Rose: Everything! Starting with the mention of Cyke's aftershavel 

Cyclops [in a trembling voice): Don't you see? It's CEREBRO! 

Wolverine: OK, | already know what it's called, but what is the big deal? 


Storm [in a no less trembling voice]: Cerebro is an exquisitely made machine for searching out mutants and 


ordinary people. With the help of it Professor can find anyone in any place on the planet! 


Cyclops: But it is awfully dangerous to use it! It requires colossal mental concentration! Incredible mental 


powers! 

Dr. Rose: Only a powerful psychic like Professor can use it, but even he risks a lot! 

Storm [bg-eyed: Cerebrol 

Cyclops [also bg-eyed, even though no-one can see iff: CEREBRO! 

Wolverine [rolis eyes} Spare me! 

[hside the Cerebro. Just as Wolverine said, its a big round room. There's a device in the center of it that looks a 
ittle lke a tribune. There's a lot of hi-tech stuff in and around it Professor wheels up to it and steers the 
wheelchair] 


Professor: Finally. A moment of privacy. But first.. [takes a cell-phone out of his pocket] 


[Bet you all think cell-phones won't work in a room like Cerebro. Bet you think the signal would be blocked by the 


walls. But youre wrong, After all, thats science fiction And based on a comic strp, besides] 


Professor [talks on the phone}: Yeah? Colin? Hey, man, how ya doin? Yeah, right, | need a little favor. Can you 
get the guys who run the satellites to do something for me? | hear they can spot a matchbox in the wood. 
No, | won't tell. Yeah, so | need them to find that guy. Approximately twenty, he's white, blonde hair, hazel 
eyes.. yeah, and lips like Pamela fucking Anderson He has a tat, too. A barbwire. He can't have gone far from 
my school, and you know where it is, right? Aha... waiting.. Yep? No, if he has boobs it IS Pamela Anderson | 
don't need her. Try again. Yeah? Bingo! Thanks! Next time you're over here, I'll take you to the finest titty bar 
in the city. See ya [fips the phone off There. Now | can relax! 

[Professor reaches into the depths of the hi-tech device and pulls out a bottle of good old Stolichnaya vodka] 


Professor [giggles]: And let them think I'm racking my brains in here. [takes a gulp, lets his gaze wander over the 
Cerebro walls] A big round room. This guy is just too discerning! 


eR 


[h front of the Cerebro door, half an hour later. The door slides open and Professor wheels out. F it were a car 
he was driving, his license would be revoked right away] 


Cyclops: Professor! God, you're exhausted! 


Professor [trying fo focus his eyes]: No shit. Anyway, the kid is heading to the truck-stop inn north of here. 
Somebody go get him. 


Wolverine: Guess what? It's gonna be me. [furs fo leave] 

Storm [with genuine amazement: Dude? You listen to N'Sync?! 

Wolverine: No. But my senses are awfully acute. And Cyke sings in the shower all the time 
[Cyclops blushes monstrously] 


Professor [slurring]: Nikki! Come back, you dope! You can't leave the school. His Blackness may be searching for 


you. 


Wolverine: Will anyone tell me who the fuck the guy is? 


Professor [still slurring:‘A very.. very powerful mutant. He has power over anything that blacks people out. 
Booze, drugs, adrenaline. All that shit. And more. 


Wolverine: So what can he do? 


Cyclops: What can't he do?! He wrote "Smoke On The Water"! He threw spaghetti over lan Gillan! He put Glenn 
Hughes and David Coverdale in one band and kept them together for years! He's ALMIGHTY! 


Professor [slaps Cyclops on the back of his head): If he is, then what the fuck are we trying to do? At times 
you sound really dumb, Jon. Especially when you smile. Get out and bring the brat back. Storm, help him. 
[yawns] | think | needa sleep it off. [turns the wheelchair and wheels away slowly, hitting the walls occasionally] 


[Storm, Cyclops and Dr. Rose are watching him, worried, so no-one notices that Wolverine has disappeared A few 
minutes later, Storm and Cyclops enter the school garage] 


Storm: Take a race car! Please, Cyke? Let's take a race carl! | could drive.. 
Cyclops [staring at the empty spot in the corner}: What the.. 

Storm: What? 

Cyclops: Who took my prize Harley?! 


[The view changes, and we see Wolverine riding a big bad chrome-plated Easy Rider style Harley Davidson 
motorbike along a highway] 


Wolverine [looking up at the cameral: Hey, don't stare. Yes, I'm a thief. Never said | wasn't. And a bike like this 
is too cool for a guy who calls himself Cyclops! 


eR 


[The inn at the truck stop. Blonde Rogue sits at the corner table, watching the crowd lazily, sorting the truck guys 
out] 


Blonde Rogue [fo himself|: This one's too old. Might as well have stayed with Professor. This one's too young. 
Will drive us into a tree, two chances out of three. This one is fucking ugly.. even though it's not his face l'm 
gonna be concerned with, but hell, can | be choosy once in a while? Ah, look at this one! The right age.. good- 
looking... killer tats... wait a sec, that's Wolverinell 

[Wolverine spots him, waves to him and walks over to his table] 

Wolverine [sis down opposite Blonde Rogue]: Looking for a job? 

Blonde Rogue: You could say so. 


Wolverine: Running again. 


Blonde Rogue: Smart Wolverine. 


Wolverine: Does it have anything to do with what happened last night? 

Blonde Rogue: In a way. 

Wolverine [looks guityd: Hey, listen, dude.. | swear PI use lube next time. Every time. | promise. OK? 
Blonde Rogue [aves a short laugh: Accepted But that's not the big thing 

Wolverine [puzzled]: What is, then? 

Blonde Rogue [glancing sideward, leaning in): | heard Professor was after me. 

Wolverine [chokes on his breath, starts coughing): W-w-what?! 


Blonde Rogue: Hey, don't die on me. What you heard. The old fucker's after me. And don't get me wrong, it was 
cool what | did with you, but that doesn't mean | wanna do it with every old dick who gets horny! 


Wolverine: Who told you?! 
Blonde Rogue: The Rose guy. 


Wolverine [catching his breath, grinning): Ah, Red. He has his reasons, | guess. But listen. the guy's in a 


wheelchair. Vince, he's fucking paralyzed below the waist! He couldn't do you even if he really wanted to. 


Wolverine: Honestly, dude, lm surprised you didnt think of it yourself 
Blonde Rogue [smiling guitily|: Well, as you said, l'm blonde.. 

Wolverine: So? Wanna come back with me? | went AWOL, y'know. 

Blonde Rogue [smie turns into a grin]: My hero. 

Wolverine: Ain't got no truck this time, but | have a killer stolen Harley. 
Blonde Rogue [eyes sparkling: A real Harley?! 

Wolverine: A real Harley. 


Blonde Rogue: Badass? 


Wolverine: You bet. 

Blonde Rogue [giving in|: But this thing about lube.. you promise? 
Wolverine [taking Blonde Rogue's hand in his palms]: | promise. 
XX% 

[The inn Storm and Cyclops enter the hali] 


Storm [fakes in the surroundings and spots two busty blondes at the counter]: You look around. I'll check with the 


barmaids. [moves on before Cyclops has a chance to object 


Cyclops [gloomily]: If only he wasn't so ungodly tall! (mutters darkly] Ill check with the barmaids, he said. Look 


around, he said. As if the damn visor was so good for locking around! 

Storm [comes up to counter, offers his best smile]: Hello, ladies! Doing good? 

[The busty blondes giggle. Busty blonde barmaids almost always do] 

Storm: Oh well, there's a little question | have. See, Im looking for my.. cousin He's about twenty. Half my 
height. Has blonde hair and.. (notices that the blondes have stopped giggling and are staring at something behind his 


back in terror) Something wrong? [turns around and finds himself face to face with Sabertooth] Oh-oh.. 


[Sabertooth grabs him by the throat and bumps him into the wall. The barmaid blondes scatter in fear, shrieking] 


Sabertooth [grins]: Scream for me. Come on Let's see how you gonna yell with no air in your high-velocity 


lungs, you loud mouth! 
[Storm gasps for air. Cyclops finally turns in his direction and notices what's going on] 
Cyclops: Oops! Just a second, Stormie! [lifts his hand to his visor] 


[Just at this moment Tongueman flies through the window lke a bat and uses his tongue to pull Cyclops's visor off 
him. Iwo rays of blue light shoot out of Cyclops’s eyes - yes, he actually has two of them - and ruin everything 


that gets in their way. Yeah, blue light, not red, you got it right] 
Cyclops: Naturally. | got blue eyes, not red, huh? [notices the damage he is causing) Oops again! [screws his eyes, 
crouches on the floor] You think it silly to expect someone to get some ruby quartz glasses for me in a place 


like this, right? [sighs] 


[Storm, who is almost choked fo death, sees Tongueman and his eyes get wild with amazement] 


Storm [hisses]: Gene?! 
[Even in this choked hiss there's enough power to send Sabertooth flying away] 
Sabertooth [lands in the wreckage Cyclops has caused): Ow! The damnedest fucking bitch | ever heard! 


[Outside the inn, Wolverine and Blonde Rogue freeze beside Cyclops's Harley on hearing the rumble and seeing the 


roof explode] 


Wolverine: Doesn't it look weird to you? 


Blonde Rogue: | don't see roofs explode every day of my life, if that's what you mean 
Wolverine: Whatever it was, we'd better get out of here. 
His Blackness [materializing right behind them): If you want something done properly, do it yourself. [sighs] 


Wolverine [turns around jerkily|: Look who's talking! [ets hs claws out] | guess you're the mean old man 
everybody's talking about. 


His Blackness: And you must be Wolverine. [raises his hand] That wild mix of alcohol and opiates doesn't run 
through your entire body... [snaps his fingers and Wolverine suddenly sways] or does it? 


Blonde Rogue [freaks ouf: What the hell?! Don't tell me you lived with it for so many years and now all of a 
sudden you ODidlll 


Wolverine [clenches his teeth]: He's blacking me out! [fo His Blackness] What do you want with me?! 
His Blackness [raises eyebrows]: You? My dear boy, who ever said | wanted you? 

[Wolverine spits out a short curse in Italian and collapses at Blonde Rogue's feet] 

Blonde Rogue: | know what it means. It means | need to RUN! 

[Blonde Rogue turns and speeds away, but suddenly tnps and stops] 

His Blackness: I'll never believe you signed up with AA, kiddo. 

[Blonde Rogue moans and falls down, blacked out] 

His Blackness [shakes his head): Young people. 


fo be continued. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Author's Notes: 
HUGE thanks to Claudia for the beta She rules. If something doesn't read smoothly, it's my fault, not hers. 


Note: I'm not posting pictures anymore because Heather says it might harm the site.. and | care a LOT about 


this site! ;-) 


eK 
[Ozzy's School. Wolverine's room. Wolverine, Cyclops, Storm, Dr. Rose and a very hungover Professor are holding 
a kind of a war council] 

Wolverine: Now | hate to break it to you like this, but you gotta know it, pal: YOU FUCKED UP! 

Storm: And why didn't anyone tell me there's gonna be Tongueman there?! 

Cyclops: | still dont understand what's your problem with him, Stormie. 

Storm: | can't fight Tongueman! He's my teenage idol! I'd rather.. 

[The building starts vibrating as Storm's voice raises higher and higher] 

Professor [grabs Storm by his cloak]: Turn the volume down, kid! You're not helping my han.. my headache a bit! 
Wolverine: You said the old fuck wanted mel 

Professor: Nope. Jon said the old fuck wanted you. | have nothing to do with it. 

Wolverine [urns to Dr. Rose]: And you... you.. 

Dr. Rose [insulted: What? Me what? Shit, are you in love with that blonde bitch or something? 

[Wolverine ponders over Dr. Rose's supposition for a while, then shakes up] 

Wolverine: l'm going to find him! [waks out of the room] 


[Storm hurries after him] 


Storm: Wait! 

Wolverine [furns fo him]: What now? 

Storm: If you're going there, could you do a thing for me please? 

Wolverine [surprised]: Sure... 

Storm [hands him a scrapbook and a perl: Please take Tongueman's autograph for mel 

Wolverine: No problem. 

[Wolverine walks up to the door, opens it and almost bumps into Senator Tipper who's right behind if] 
Wolverine [steps back]: Holy shit! What the hell is this?! 

Storm [stares]: An old overdressed whore? No? Looks like that.. 

Senator Tipper: I'm looking for Dr. Axl Rose! [passes out] 


[Senator Tipper is faken down to the medical lab ASAP. She lies on the table as everybody else crowds around 
her, trying to guess what happened to her] 


Dr. Rose: That's that Tipper bitch. But how does she know my name and whereabouts? I'm officially freaked 


Professor: She must have seen you on the TV when you spoke about your feelings about the mutant 


registration law. 
Dr. Rose (blushing: When | was drunk? 


Professor [mercilessly]: Yes, when you were drunk What's the thing with her? Why's she wearing that stuff? 
Why does she reek of Jack Daniels? 


Senator Tipper [opens eyes; weakly]: | was... violated. 

Professor: Yeah? And why were you looking for Axl? 

Senator Tipper: | was afraid if | went to the police, they would.. 

Professor: Treat you like a mutant? [looks her over, cringes] We don't look like you. Not all of us. 


Senator Tipper: Tell it to the ones who did it to mel 


Professor [sighs]: Bring me a glass of vodka. Or get Wolverine to piss in a cup. | need to go psychic. 


[h a minute Professor gets his booze, goes psychic and uses his telepathy on Senator Tipper. A few moments 
later he snaps out of if] 


Professor: | saw everything so vividly! The shit you gave me was strong. Vodka or Wolverine? 

Cyclops: Wolverine. 

Professor: At least you're honest. Now | know Ritchie's plan! It's so terrible!!! 

Cyclops, Dr. Rose, Storm and Wolverine [all grab popcorn and pepsi and plop down on a couch]: Come on, tell us! 
Professor: It's not exactly a bedtime story, kids. But OK. His Blackness has created a horrible machine - 
Jukebox From Hell. It triggers mutation in ordinary human beings. If they listen to it for long enough they 
become mutants, you hear me?! 

Dr. Rose: But this mutation is unnatural. And partial. Senator Tipper acquired such mutant characteristics as 
the constant urge to get drunk and an addiction to very loud music, but her body remained the same. As a 


result, her liver and her eardrums began to break down almost immediately! 


Professor: However, some can survive. A lot of non-mutant people are heavy drinkers and football fans. Their 


livers and eardrums are adjusted. 


Cyclops: Hey, but what's so terrible in this all? Except for the poor dying old bitch. People would stop putting 


us down.. We could reveal ourselves completely... | could be a teenage idol.. the prepubescent girls' dream.. 
Professor [slaps him on the back of his head again): Jon, you're downright DUMB! If his plan works - although 
judging by what I've seen, it's going to kill him, - half of humanity will die - in which case |, personally, won't 
give a shit - but the other half will survive as mutants. They'll be just like us! Picture this! EVERYBODY WILL 
BE LIKE US! How cool will you be then? How cool will we ALL be then, huh?! 

[Cyclops freezes as this realization dawns on him] 

Storm [voice breaking]: We won't be outcasts?! 

Dr. Rose [in terror}: They won't arrest us?! 


Wolverine [pale as chalk]: There won't be anything to rebel against?! 


[Professor nods grimly] 


Wolverine [sti as pale]: This will NEVER happen! 

Senator Tipper [trom the fable]: Hey guys.. | think I'm dying here! 
Storm [annoyed]: Who the hell cares! 

Senator Tipper [sobs]: Do you hate normal people?! 


Storm: No, if they're a few decades younger than you are and have big boobs. Other than that - well, 


sometimes. 
Senator Tipper: Why? 


Storm: Woman, do you have any brains left? They outcast us, outlaw us, beat us, kill us, insult us and don't let 


us say "fuck" on the TV - and at the Wembley Stadium, mind you! - and you're asking me why?! 


Senator Tipper: Oops, | said a wrong thing again. Time to die. [gasps, dies, turns into a decomposed skeleton, all in 


a minute] 
Wolverine [stares]: Wow. That was kind of cool. Like a vampire movie or something, 


Professor [shd]: So much talk about manners, and she didn't even have the decency to do it outside the 
house. No, she had to mess up the lab table. 


Wolverine: A great epitaph. Now tell me one thing: what does His Blackness need Vinnie for? Apart from 


obvious amoral reasons that first spring to mind. 


Professor [shrugs]: | don't know. You were going there, anyway, so why don't you ask him when you meet him? 


You can also pass my hello. 

Wolverine [7o himself: An autograph for Storm, greetings from Professor... when did | sign up as a postman?. 
Cyclops: Hey - | have a guess! 

Professor: Sure.. 

Cyclops: | mean it. Blonde Rogue's mutation is the magic mouth gift, right? 

Wolverine and Storm [in chorus]: Right! [break off, stare at each other in surprise] 


Cyclops: He can get anything going, right? | remember that damn washing machine he got going when he just 


arrived! 


Dr. Rose: Everybody's watching that damn blonde! Maybe | should get bleached? 

Cyclops: And you, Prof, you said if His Blackness uses himself to power the Jukebox From Hell, he'll die, right? 
Professor: Yeah, | saw him scrambling out of it in the Tipper bitch's mind, and he looked downright exhausted. 
Cyclops: Does he strike you as a suicidal type? 

Professor: Umm, hardly... 

Wolverine: | got it! He's going to use Vinnie's gift to get the Jukebox going! 

Cyclops: Exactly. Now, don't | rule? [swells with conceit] 

[As tempting as it is to answer, Wolverine leaves the question unanswered Instead he asks his own] 

Wolverine: Since you're the Einstein here, why don't you tell us where he took Vinnie? 

[Cyclops looks a bit embarrassed] 

Professor [with a sigh]: | don't even have to use any psychic powers to tell you that. It's so symbolic. If you 
were a wicked foreigner who came to America, what place would you choose to desecrate with usage for your 
evil purposes? 

Storm: The Statue of Liberty! 


Dr. Rose: And there's that Ellis Island not far from it. He'll take out really rich and important people this way! 
The UN summit, we forgot about it! 


Professor: OK, kids. Looks like you'll have to take a little business trip. Baz and Jon, get the jet ready. Axl, give 


Nikki our uniform. 


Wolverine: Uniform?! | hate uniforms! | don't remember my past, but | know for sure | didn't wear uniforms 


even when | was at school, and I'm not going to do it now! 
Professor [s/y]: It's leather. 

Wolverine: Oh! 

Professor: Black leather. 


Wolverine: Aw, alright then. 


Cyclops: Wait a minute. You don't mean he's going to be in the team, do you? Look at him! He's psycho! He's 
DANGEROUS! 


Wolverine: Now, talking danger, | won't mention the truck-stop fireworks just because l'm nice. But will someone 


explain yet another thing to me: what team? What uniform? And why don't | get a vote again? 
Professor: F-men. 

Wolverine: F-men?! 

Professor: Yeah. Just like in the movie title. 

Wolverine [a+ seal: Okay.. but why F? 


Professor: This single letter possesses huge connotative power. Alluding mental images of such words as 
fucker, fucking, fuckery, foul, fool, fiend, feral, fondle, finger and even fellatio. More questions? 


Wolverine [diinks]: No.. 

Cyclops: But he can't..! 

Wolverine: Fuck yourself, you fucking fool. 

Professor: He's got the spirit of the great F inside him. He'll do OK. Now hurry! 

xe 

[Near Liberty Island A lone boat approaches the shore. There's no-one ashore: all the guards had been watching 
Playboy Channel when Sabertooth leaped in on them and killed everybody. Now its he who's watching Playboy 
Channel, so no-one greets the boat as it steers. Onboard the boat, Blonde Rogue is handcuffed to a wall of a 


cabin] 


Blonde Rogue [looking at the handcuffs]: No. Now, after a few more hours, I'm perfectly sure that's not my kind 


of a sex game. [looks again] But it would be cool to wear them instead of a belt-buckle, manl 
[Bigstick enters the cabin] 
Blonde Rogue: Hey, dude, do you know if per chance | can keep the handcuffs after this shit's over? 


Bigstick [/ooks down on him]: The last thing I'd care about if | were you. Plus you're not going to survive this 
night. 


Blonde Rogue: And | didn't know. [falls sileni 


[Bigstick ans on the cabin wall and stands there. Aimlessly. After some time Blonde Rogue speaks up] 
Blonde Rogue: Hey, man - | know youl 

Bigstick [shape-shifts into a dreadlock hp-hopper hastily): No you don't! 

Blonde Rogue: Yes | do! We went to school together! 

Bigstick [spits]: Shit. Well, let's say | can't stand you since then. 


Blonde Rogue [/eaves Bigstick'’s remark without notice]: Yeah, and | remember that Saturday night out in the last 
grade when you shape-shifted into a geisha... [smiles at the memory] 


Bigstick [pissed]: | was just sixteen! And shut the fuck up! [Aurnes out of the cabin] 

Blonde Rogue [shrugs]: A weird dude. 

His Blackness [entering the room]: How are we doing? 

Blonde Rogue: Fine, thanks. Are you going to kill me? 

His Blackness: Yes. 

Blonde Rogue: Why? 

His Blackness: Would be pretty dumb of me to die myself if | can kill someone else instead. Plus you're blonde.. 
Blonde Rogue [exasperated]: Do you guys know any other phrase?! 


His Blackness (continues, undisturbed]: .. and blondes are always victims. Anywhere, from fairy tales to De Sade 


novels. 


Blonde Rogue [struggles to come up with a non-victim blonde; fais due to overall nervousness): Ah. Whatever. | 
guess it's too late to get dyed. 


[Sabertooth enters the cabin] 
His Blackness [fo Sabertooth]: Watch the guy for a few minutes. I'll get the Jukebox in place. 


eR 


[Ozzy's School. Wolverine, Cyclops, Storm and Dr. Rose are studying a map] 


Cyclops [pointing at some places on the map): All right, we can insert here at the George Washington Bridge, 
come around the bank, just off of Manhattan... 


Wolverine [sighs]: Dude, you're pointing at the great deserts of Egypt right now.. 


Cyclops [pulls back his hand, bites his Ip]: Was never good at geographry. But trust me, | can find the Statue of 
Liberty without a map. So we'll land right there, on the far side of Liberty Island. 


Wolverine: What about harbor patrol and radar? 


Cyclops: Bad guys are there ahead of us. What harbor patrol? [smiles] So nice to have somebody do all the 
dirty job for you.. 


Wolverine [appraisingly|: You might not be just as dumb as | thought.. 


[They all proceed to the dressing room to squeeze into impossibly tight black leather uniforms and then on to the 
F-Men Jet, Thunderbird] 


Wolverine [gets down into his seat, looks himself over]: | feel as if | was going to star in a hardcore SM movie. 


[eyes shine with delight] Do you guys really get out in these things? 

Cyclops [starts the jet engines]: Well, what do you prefer? Yellow spandex? 

Wolverine: No, but red would do. And stilettos, please. 

[Dr. Rose gives hm a funny look Wolverine pierces through his glove with his claws, then looks himself over again, 
and also rips the uniform on the knees and elbows, then rests against his seat, satisfied Dr. Rose shrugs and turns 
away. Cyclops fakes the jet off and brings it over to Liberty Island, NY. There he lands it on the water with a 
gant SPLASH!) 

Cyclops: Oops, sorry. 

Wolverine: You call that a landing? 

Cyclops: What should | call it? A watering? 

[On His Blackness's boat.) 


His Blackness [on hearing the splash]: Bigstick, Tongueman, stay sharp. We're not alone. 


Sabertooth: Can | go, too? | need to nail that damn long tall screamer! 


His Blackness: No you'll stay. | don't wanna be alone when that claw guy comes for his boyfriend. After | do 
such a shitload of work, l'm going to be pretty much weakened, and he's got claws - | mean claws, not a 


halfhearted attempt at claws like yours. 


[Sabertooth growls] 


XX% 
[Statue Of Liberty. The F-men enter the hall Wolverine suddenly stops and starts sniffing the air] 


Cyclops: | told you a shower once a day wont kill a man. 

Wolverine: Shut up. There's someone here. 

[Wolverine turns fo the left and disappears in a corridor] 

Dr. Rose: What did he mean - there's someone here? There's us here! 
Cyclops [looks hm over: And you didn't even get bleached yet. 
[Wolverine emerges out of the shady corridor] 

Dr. Rose: Oh great. So what did you find there? 

Wolverine [confused]: Me.. 

Storm [even more confused): W-what? 


Wolverine: There's another me there, and | don't know what to do with him! | don't want to punch myself in the 


facel 

Cyclops [annoyed]: Is that stuff in you getting too much in your brains now? 

Wolverine #2 [emerges from the shades in the corridor]: It always was in my brains, dope. 
Storm [blinks]: | quit drinking, man. That's a bit too much. 

Cyclops [weakly]: Even one of you was too much for me! And now THATI 

Dr. Rose [/ooks at Wolverine, then Wolverine #2, then back]: Which of you prefers blondes? 


Wolverines [in chorus]: Mel 
[Dr. Rose gets gloomy] 


Wolverine: We need to sort this out. [takes his twin by the upper arry] Let's have a couple words tete-a-tete, 
dude. 


[They walk off together] 

Cyclops [shakes his head): Alright. Back up. 

[h the corridor, the two Wolverines are sorting this out] 
Wolverine: Okay, let's see. | have JD for blood. 
Wolverine #2: Me, too. 

Wolverine: | have claws. [shows claws) 

Wolverine #2: Yeah, same here. [shows his own sef 
Wolverine [ froubled|: Then what do we do? 

Wolverine #2: Umm, | can shape-shift. Can you? 
Wolverine: No! 


Wolverine #2 [brightens up]: Then it's all clear. You are Wolverine. And | am.. [shape-shifts a bit and turns into 
Bigstick] 


Wolverine [stares at him]: You still look like me. 

Bigstick: | know. 

Wolverine: Hey, but who are you, dude? 

[Bigstick sighs, sits down on the floor Indian style and prepares to tell a story] 


to be continued. 


CHAPTER HVE: DA END! 
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[Back in the hall, Cyclops has changed his mind and is ready to rush his little team into the corridor when 
Tongueman fies in out of nowhere] 


Tongueman Out of darkness, baby, out of darkness. It sounds better. [to theF-men| Party time, kids! [proceeds 
fo jump on Cyclops and beat him to a pulp] 


Storm watching): | really feel | should do something, but.. 

Dr. Rose: [watching]: No, | wouldn't want to be on the receiving end of that hook.. 

[Tonguemanpushes Cyclops's prone body into some closet and shuts the door] 

Dr. Rose [uses the fact that Tongueman has turned his back on him and gives him his infamous kick in the ass}: 
You know what, he might have the stupidest smile in the world and everything, but he's the only boyfriend | 
have! 

Tongueman [/ands in the corner]: | spit on you! [spits on him] 

[Hs spit looks lke fake blood, but it's drying fast, hardening, and Dr. Rose soon has problems breathing] 

Storm [jumps away): This shit's slimey! Damn, Gene, | never knew you were so disgusting! 

Tongueman Shut up brat! [breaths some fire in his direction] 

[Storm backs away from fire and falls into an elevator shaft. Tongueman pushes some button that makes the 
elevator doors slide closed and, satisfied, poses for the camera for the next ten seconds, his tongue stuck out and 


the "wings" of his demon suit spread wide. Then the closet door bangs on the opposite wall, torn off its hinges by a 
fierce beam of energy] 


Cyclops [gets out of the closet: All the good healthy lifestyle does you! Such a monstrous beating - and | was 
out for only a couple of minutes! [choking Dr. Rose falls down at his feef| Oh, Axl? Just a momert, honey! 
[tunes the visor for the next few seconds while Dr. Rose squirms at his feet, then shoots Tonguemanss spit off Dr. 
Rose's face] 

[Dr. Rose starts coughing but still keeps trying to say something] 

Cyclops [worried]: Honey? You okay? 

Dr. Rose: Fuck! You burned half my hair! If that's okay, then Hiroshima was a barbecue party! 

Cyclops: Come on, it's not so bad.. 


Dr. Rose: distressed: l'll have to wear dreads for a while.. 


[Whiletheyre busy arguing, Tongueman prepares to attack them again But at this moment the elevator doors 
rattle from a hard hit] 


Tongueman [unbelievingly|: Say whaaaat?! [jumps closer to i 
[The doors slide open and reveal furious Storm] 


Storm: You shameless scumbag! Is that how you treat all your fans?! I'm asking you, is that a way to treat 
your fans?! [his voice gets louder and louder] 


Tongueman [desperately]: Don't you people ever die?! 


Storm: So that's your attitude?! | bought your records! | bought your videos! | even bought that lousy KISS 
box-set that went with a shitty book! | wrote in my will that | be buried in a Kiss casket! And what do | get 
for it?! Who do you think you are?! You think your shit doesn't stink or what? Who gave you the right to 
treat fans like that?! 


[Sound waves get mightier and mightier, and Tonqueman is practically swept out of the window. However, he shoots 
his tongue out and manages to hold on to a banister with the help of if] 


Storm [walks up to the window and looks out; curious] What happens to your teenage idols when a sound wave 


of 1000 decibels hits them? 

[Storm opens his mouth and lets out a horrible narrow-focused yell Tonqueman's eardrums explode, he screams 
but of course we can't hear him, and then the whole banister breaks off, and Tongueman hits the ground, followed 
by a few hundred pounds of metal] 


Storm [disappointed]: Same thing that happens to everything else... 


eK 

[The dark corridor. Wolverine is listening to Bigstick’s story] 

Bigstick: .. and then Ritchie called me saying he needed a percussionist. | really didn't know the kind of the job I'd 
be doing, but | thought, hell! Working with Ritchie fucking Blackmore, who cares what | needa do! So, that 
proved to be fun Especially when we were working over that Tipper bitch, you know, | really wanted to do that. 


Wolverine: Yeah, cool. This all still doesn't explain why we're so alike. 


[They look at each other again, two guys with manes of black hair, fully tattooed bodies and crazy glints in their 
eyes] 


Bigstick: The fuck | know. | don't feel like fighting you, though. 
Wolverine: Me neither. Like kicking a mirror. Sucks. 
Bigstick: | take it you don't want to switch sides? We'd have fun.. 


Wolverine: I'd love to, but you guys stole my boyfriend. Your boss wants to kill him, and my plans for him are 
entirely different. 


Bigstick: Ahh, my highschool buddy. But he's an asshole. And a slut: 
Wolverine: But | love him. Plus he's blonde. 
Bigstick [mutters]: Cheap bleach, believe me. [sighs] So what do we do? 


Wolverine: Mmmm... | could just go back to the bunch of losers | came here with and say | killed you. And you 
can pretend to be fatally wounded, and then Ritchie won't kick your ass. 


Bigstick: You'll have to draw blood. He's a shrewd old fuck, he won't buy it. 

Wolverine: Easily! [shoots out his claws, stabs Bigstick in the stomach] There. 

Bigstick: Ouch! IT HURTS! 

Wolverine [surprised]: Really? [stabs himself in the stomach] Damn, you're right. [heals] Sorry, man. 
Bigstick [smiles]: You sick fuck. Good luck. 


[Wolverinewalks back into the light. The F-men are waiting for him, alarmed] 


Wolverine: Hey, it's me. 

Cyclops: That | don't doubt. But I'd really love to know which one of "you" it is! 

Wolverine: You're Cyclops. You're a dick Plus you listen to N'Sync and use a horrible aftershave. 
Cyclops [gloomily]: Okay. 

[They proceed to the head of the statue where Wolverine all of a sudden starts swaying] 
Wolverine: Everybody get out of herel 

Storm: What, you gonna puke? 

Wolverine: Have no idea But | remember this feeling! 

[Wolverine drops down, as good as dead. Both Storm and Dr. Rose feel funny, then feel bad, then feel awful] 
Storm: Oooooh! | guess | shouldn't have had my usual whisky for the road 

Dr. Rose: And | shouldn't have kept you company... 


[Storm and Dr. Rose collapse on the floor, blacked out Cyclops /ooks around, bewildered A segment of the roof 
falls down with a loud crash, giving way under Sabertooth's leap. His Blackness materializes beside it] 


His Blackness: Ahh, my frie.. Hey youl Why the hell are you still standing?! 


Cyclops: You have no power over me! | quit drinking early in my youth, and since then I'm clean! Even a few 
times | fell of the wagon, | took care to eliminate every trace of alcohol from my system! [pats himself on the 


chest pocket] Alka Zeltzer Super F, baby! 

His Blackness: [7rying different modes on hin: Pills? 
Cyclops: You kidding. 

His Blackness: Powder? 

Cyclops: You tripping. 

His Blackness: Prozac? 


Cyclops: You're crazy. | smile more than an average flight attendant. Why would | need Prozac?! 


[Sabertooth gets up and socks him in the face. Cyclops joins his blacked-out teammates on the floor] 

His Blackness: Thanks, Zakk. He was starting to be really annoying, 

[From the distance come Blonde Rogue's desperate high-pitched yells of "Help! Somebody help!!!" That, and his 
natural high tolerance help Wolverine wake up, but he doesnt show it, and His Blackness and Sabertooth don't 
notice] 

His Blackness [/ooking in the direction of the yells]: Iwe got some business to attend to. 


Sabertooth: Can | kick the loud blonde around a bit? Please? 


His Blackness: No. You stand out on the banister and keep watch. | have no-one but you to do it. Tommy 


disappeared and Gene has let your screamer make mincemeat of him. [disappears] 
Sabertooth [sulkily): Okay.. [walks out onto the banister] 


RK 


[The Statue Of Liberty. Torch His Blackness materializes beside yelling Blonde Rogue. Blonde Rogue, amazed, breaks 
off in the middle of the yell] 


His Blackness: Honestly - do you think anyone is going to help you? 
Blonde Rogue: Well, once they did.. but honestly? No. 

His Blackness: Then why make sounds? 

Blonde Rogue: It's a tradition. 


[His Blackness nods and unveils the machine. Its bigger than the one we've seen, more amplifiers, more neon lights. 
Blonde Rogue stares at it in awe] 


His Blackness: You are going to power it, kid. 
Blonde Rogue: But... but... it's too big! 
His Blackness: Yes, and you are going to die.. but it will be a death that goes down in Rock'N'Roll history! 


Blonde Rogue: Sure makes me feel better. 


[His Blackness feels in the insides of the Jukebox and pulls out a power cable that ends in a.. okay guys, let's 
be plain. It ends in a big rubber dildo] 


Blonde Rogue [sarcastically]: It's so fucking symbolic! [sighs] Couldn't you just give me the cable without .. 


applications? 

His Blackness: [shrugs]: | thought this way it'd feel more familiar. 

Blonde Rogue [darkly|: Thanks a lot. Nice to know that the most general opinion of me is that | suck! 

His Blackness: Now, we can do it two ways. Way one - you just take it in your mouth and start working. Way 
two - | start fucking with your head again Or call Sabertooth and he does things to you until you agree to 
take it in your mouth and start working. He seems to have developed a passion for blondes. 


Blonde Rogue: [shudders]: No, thanks. Way one, please. 


His Blackness: | thought so. [hands him the cable] And I'll just sit down and enjoy the evening. l'm pretty much 
tired, to be frank with you. 


Blonde Rogue: [sighs again]: Just one last time, okay? [yells] HEEEEEEEEELPU! [takes a deep breath] Alrightie. 
[takes the cable in his mouth and starts working] 


eR 


[The Statue Of Liberty. Head Wolverine is squirming on the floor, trying to reach Cyclops's chest pocket: Finally he 
succeeds and pulls Alka Zeltzer Super F out of it] 


Wolverine [staring at the medicine]: Its gonna hurt. | know it's gonna hurt. l'm lucky if it doesn't kill me. [screws 


his eyes] My entire blood and lymph system! All gone to hell! [Gites his Ip] No, | can't do it. 
[Blonde Rogue's /ast yell reaches Wolverine’s ears, and he shudders] 


Wolverine: Bastards! | gotta do it! [opens the vial, takes one pill, then shakes his head and downs the whole bottle 
into his throat 


[for a while nothing happens. Then Wolverine's eyes widen. Violent shudders run through his entire body. He screams 
Luckily, it ends fast] 


Wolverine [moans]: Alice Almighty! l'm too old for such tricks! | have to hurry, though.. | feel that it won't last 
long. [hears the steps, pretends he's still blacked ouf 


[Sabertooth enters the room. He has heard the scream. He looks warily at the lifeless bodies at his feet 


Sabertooth: And who of you righteous little fuckers yelled, | wonder? [no reply] Ah, as long as they all are still 
here, | don't really care. [his stare stops at Storm] Aww, our litle screamer! How are you gonna scream for 
me now? [steps closer] Bitch. Just to think that | used to be the same - a cute lanky blonde boy, and of Ozzy's 


crew, too... [sighs] 


[Wolverine glances at Sabertooth who's absorbed in his monolog and decides it's time to strike. He lets his claws 
slide out slowly and almost soundlessly, then leaps up and taps Sabertooth on the shoulder] 


Wolverine: Excuse me. 

Sabertooth [furs around): Yeah? 

Wolverine: You have low blood iron level. [stabs him in the chest 

[Sabertoothgrowls and hits back, trying to use his claws on Wolverine. The fight goes on for a while, being, of 
course, completely pointless, since both fighters have superb fighting skills and uncharted regenerative abilities. Finally 
Wolverine stops] 

Wolverine: Hey. Let's wind it all up. You're the bad guy. | - although | never ever got the fucking vote - am 
officially a good guy. This shit is, like Vinnie noted, an action movie. Listen, dude, you should give up. 

Sabertooth: Oh really? Why would | give in to some prettyboy milksop sucker? 


Wolverine: | aint no milksop sucker! First, I'm older than you. Second, l'm so cool, Ozzy Osbourne drinks my piss! 


Sabertooth [impressed]: Oh.. that changes the situation! Say hi to Oz for mel [steps off the edge of the roof, 
disappears from sight; in a second a short PLOP! is heard) 


Wolverine [panting!: Finally. [walks back into the Head] Hey guys. 

Cyclops [from the floor}: You guys are done? A bad fight like this can spoil an innocent by-passer's hairdo.. 
Dr. Roselopens eyes]: Would serve him right for spoiling mine! 

Storm [gets up]: | thought | heard somebody scream.. Did they clone me while | was out or something? 
Wolverine [clenching fists]: That was Vince. And I'm getting him out of this shit now! 

[Cyclops eyes the surroundings pensively] 

Cyclops: They're at the Torch.. You're not gonna get there in time 


Wolverine: You're gonna help me. They say in order to make us LA Wolverines do anything real one has to light 


a fire under our ass. 


Cyclops: Sure as hell.. because that's what good guys do? 
Wolverine: No. Because when | get him back I'll leave your boyfriend alone. 
Cyclops [brightens]: Good point! 


Wolverine [boks at Dr. Rose]: It's too far. I'll need your help, too. That unmatched kick in the ass.. It's just what 


| need right now. 


Dr. Rose [grimly]: Yeah? Why would | use my only gift to let you get your blonde slut out of the trouble he 
fully deserved? 


Wolverine: Because otherwise I'll kick your skinny ass to the Moon and back, and then tear your carrot head 
off, you got me? 


Dr. Rose: [darkens]: Good point.. 


Storm [raises hand and starts bouncing}: Can | please help, too? Dude, | can scream you there in a minutelll 
Please! Pleaselll 


Wolverine [stares]: Wow. Good point. 


[And that's how the most vital part of the operation started - the F-men, united by the highest aims and reasons 
possible, drew their power together for the last, crucial strke..] 


Wolverine: Fuck that. Kickstart my... AHFH!! 


[Cyclopseye -shoots, Dr. Rose kicks and Storm screams - all at once. Wolverine closes the distance between the 
Head and the Torch amazingly fast] 


Dr. Rose: Oh hell. He's gonna crash! 

Cyclops [excited]: You see the future?! 

De Rosa No dimbass i sus ahane hoppenial 

Wolverine [seeing the Jukebox rapidly approach]: FUCK! [reflexively shoots his claws ouñ 
His Blackness [seeng Wolverine's trajectory]: FUCKII 


Blonde Rogue: [not seeing shif: Mmmmll! [thinking] *#FUCKII!»® 


[Wolverinecrashes into the machine, strategically choosing the power block as the point of the clash The power 
block explodes, throwing him and Blonde Rogue off The Jukebox makes a few weird sounds and goes dead] 


His Blackness: [/ooks at it, then at the Head where Cyclops, the only F-man he has no power over, prepares to 
take a shot at him): Fuck electricity-powered stuff. | knew it sucked even as | was helping create it. | quit. 
Renaissance-styled acoustic shit should be more evil anyway... [disappears never to be seen in this movie agai] 
Blonde Rogue: [coughing]: Right in time, dude! | was fucking choking on that thing! Dude... dude? 


[Wolverine doesnt respond] 


Blonde Rogue: Duuude.. don't fucking die on me. Don't you dare fucking die on me! Come on, we're both California 


men! Gimme a Hollywood ending!!! 

[Wolverine sti! doesnt respond 

Blonde Rogue: [crawling up to him): Nikki, please... If you wake up I'll let you do me doggystyle... [no reaction] I'll let 
you tie me up! [no reaction] Fuck, | won't even mind if you bitelll [no reaction] Oh no. | guess that means he 
really is.. 

[Cyclops, Storm and Dr. Rose appear near them. Don't ask me how they manage to get there. | have no idea] 
Cyclops [sad]: .. Dead? | guess so. Poor Nikki.. he was a real deal guy.. 

Storm [surprised]: | thought you hated him?. 


Cyclops: When someone dies, good guys are supposed to be sad. l'm doing my job, so fuck off. 


Blonde Rogue [with sudden determination]: No! | don't care if this movie is supposed to have a happy-end, but if 
the screenplay writers didn't take care of it, | willl!! [tears Wolverine's pants open] 


Storm [eyes widen]: WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?! 
Dr. Rose [unbelievingly): He's going to.. get him going?! 
Cyclops [shudders]: But.. but.. Almighty Alice! That's necrophilia! 


Blonde Rogue [snarls]: Almighty Alice wrote "I Love The Dead", so don't repeat his name in vain, superhero. 


Besides, this is more like voodoo... 


[Everybody watches in silence as he gives Wolverine one last long look, tears welling in his eyes, then closes his 
eyes and gets down to business. As usual] 


Storm: Isn't this supposed to make me want to throw up? 

Cyclops: The fuck | know. This wasn't in the script. [watches] But he sure knows a few tricks.. 

Dr. Rose [elbows Air]: If you don't stop peering at him, you gonna learn a thing or two about the tricks | know! 
Cyclops: Better watch and learn, you.. 


Dr. Rose [sips into hysterical depression): No-one loves me! Everyone hates me! And they're gonna kill me off in 
the second movie anyway! 


[Storm and Cyclops are busy trying to calm him down So they don't even notice it that Wolverine has 
unexpectedly come back to life. To some very active private life] 


Blonde Rogue: [having finshed his job]: YAY!!! You're olive! 


Wolverine [propping himself up and hugging Blonde Rogue]: Never felt more alive in my life, baby! So.. what was 
all the talking about letting me tie you up?. 


Blonde Rogue [wiggles free from his hold: Wha?! You weren't dead! You were fucking with melll 

Wolverine: No, but | had that funny out-of-body experience.. 

[Blonde Rogue shakes his head and kisses him. Cyclops is tired of arguing with Dr. Rose, so he kisses him. Storm 
feels a bit lonely, so he searches behind the remains of the Jukebox, finds slowly healing Bigstick there (why 
there? Why not there?!) and kisses him, too. Bigstick doesn’t min | 


[Inside the Cerebro. Professor is holding a bottle of whisky in one hand and a cell phone in the other, talking) 


Professor: What do you say, Colin? Kissing? Oh fine. Just like them. And I'm sitting here in a fucking wheelchair, 
waiting for the news.. Okay, thanks a lot, expect a very special present this Christmas! | mean it. Okay, see ya. 


[Professor puts the phone in his pocket and stares into the distance dreamily] 


Professor: And as always, they are so lazy, I'll have to do all the work for them. Repair Jon's bike.. Get "The 
Dirt" book for Nikki so he can remember his past... send Ritch a comfort card.. fuck. Thats what Christmas 

really is. [fakes the last sp of whisky, whps out a red cap with a white pompon; sighs] So much fucking work to 
do. [stands up, kicks off his wheelchair and disappears] 


[Basically this is the end of story. The world stayed the same, so our heroes were still special Cyclops and Dr. 
Rose decided they were the best for each other because no-one else could stand either of them for long, so they 


stopped arguing Cyclops has recently gotten a part-time job advertising Blend-A-Med Storm threw out his Kiss 
Box-Set and is now a Billy Idol fan He and Bigstick still have a thing going, but they have problems finding a bed 
they both can fit in when Bigstick is in his real shape. Wolverine and Blonde Rogue left the F-Men Mansion and 
went on a year-long honeymoon which ended on Cayman Islands - all Motley holidays, mysteriously, end up right 
there. Wolverine has almost finished reading the story of his life, and Blonde Rogue has learned fo love getting tied 
up. Professor... well, he continued existing and thus keeping the rocknroll world in awe. And they all lived happily 


ever after with no worries and no hopes for a sequel - which made their family life much easier] 


~ Da Happy End ~ 


